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White ladies, American food, handies, knock-knock, swing 
music, bath tubs, radios, Esquire—this was a floating America. 
Didn't feel a part of it at first, but by evening I had nearly for-
gotten the fleas, saddle sores, rice and beans, the fever, and 
those endless, lonely nights. 
Won the lower berth from my fat friend by the flip of a coin, 
an American coin! He talked on and on, boasting of Governor 
Landon's campaign, supporting the Supreme Court's AAA de-
cision, lamenting Roosevelt's unrestricted spending. America! 
The Curlers 
By Grace Eby, '39 
TT seems an unfair, cruel fate 
To be a girl whose hair is straight— 
Restless, to lie upon my bed 
With metal curlers on my head. 
And in this wretched wakefulness 
The martyr's memory adds distress. 
My swimming class will meet at eight. 
Oh, wrongful, unfair, cruel fate! 
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